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WILLIAM STACK
Editor

•

PIANO SERGEANT DUNVILLE
A few nights ago I sat over a stein in the cocktail bar at
Hotel Kingsway. It was Saturday, every table was filled,
and a hard-working tenor, assisted by a blonde pianist,
was entertaining the patrons with songs of long ago.
"Umbrella Man," "Get Out of Town," and other current
hits were discarded, for the moment, as middle-aged customers dated themselves by requests for such nostalgic
numbers as "I'll Take You Home Again Kathleen," "Dear
Old Girl," "When You and I Were Young Maggie," and
other favorites of the horse and buggy days.
Beer grew flat and ice melted in neglected glasses as oldtimers, lost in reverie, soared back through the years on
wings of song. The singer was generous. One refrain
followed another. Suddenly, a half-forgotten air awakened memories of France during the winter that followed
the Armistice.
"I'm sorry, dear, so sorry dear,
I'm sorry I made you cry.
Won't you forget, won't you forgive,
Don't let us say goodbye.
One little word, one little smile,
One little kiss, won't you try.
It breaks my heart to hear you sigh,
I'm sorry I made you cry."
1'As the familiar words floated through the micro,1 ~
phone, I thought of Toby Dunville and the closing
~ , ' ,'
days of our stay in Rouen. Now I seldom, if ever, in/ f'/
tentionally think of Dunville. My mind is usually oc' 9'
cupied with subjects of a more spiritual nature. But
~ f
now and then, as on this night, I grow careless and
\ \
the roly-poly Sergeant glides into my lighter musings
=-=-~....._......,,_ ' 1
without warning.
'•

, :·

The last notes of the song trailed through the haze of
tobacco smoke, the entertainers left the platform and
conversation at the tables was resumed. But thoughts
of Rouen persisted. Long, lazy hours with a book by
the glowing stove in the Sergeants' mess in General
Hospital No. 12-and one simply cannot think of the
mess without picturing Toby Dunville sitting at the
piano as his agile fingers gliding over the yellow keys,
gave us "Smiles," "Long, Long Trail," "Roses of Picardy," "Sunshine of Your Smile," "I'm Sorry Dear,"
and other ballads of those days.
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To look back over twenty years is to realize that Dunville's ability as a pianist did
much to enliven the dull routine at the base. His playing in the Sergeants' mess
and the recreation hut, lent a cheery note to many a rainy evening, and the dancing
activities of the nurses and officers would, have been seriously curtailed but for
Toby's willingness-nay, eagerness, to provide them with fox-trot music.
Perhaps we have not been sufficiently grateful to Dunville for his contribution to
the social life on the Champs de Courses. We owe him much. And I, for one, intend
to show my appreciation the next time the portly musician attempts to make a speech
at a Rouen Post meeting. I shall forget the miserable aims that end with self-and
lend a patient ear to his forensic fumblings.
SOME FUN!
Deputy Jury Commissioner, Charles Jablonsky, is nothing if not self-sufficient. We
met the former top-sergeant sipping soup at a sandwich shop counter one Monday
noon a few weeks ago. "Why the light diet," we inquired. Jablonsky stirred a hand
ful of broken crackers in the potage and shook .his head sadly. "Boy, have I got a
head this morning," he groaned. "What a week-end!" "Have you been on a big
party?" we queried. The plump deputy heaved a sigh that blew the paper napkins
from a nearby container. "Nope," he replied, "no party-just by myself."
Dear Editor:
Keep up the good work you are doing in the interest of stimulating the spirit of fellowship among our buddies. As the days toll by we will more than ever appreciate
the good times of the past and realize that after all, we were blest in having been
privileged to work and and play together under that wonderful Rouen moon.
EDWIN M. ERNST, M. D.

Dear Bill:
The Rouen Post came today and I just want to tell you how thankful I am. Calvin
has not slept well for a week through fear that Dr. Costen had resorted to some form

'"'
of skullduggery in an effort to suppress your fearless publication.

We always get a

good laugh out of the stories featuring Jim and Calvin.
MRS. CALVIN TILTON

NEXT MEETING OF ROUEN POST, TUESDAY, FEB. 14 -

AT GARAVELLl'S
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SPOTLIGHT ON RURAL NURSE
Nurse Margaret Davidson, Maryville, Mo., who served in France with Base Hospital 21, is still following her profession in the rural districts. A few months ago
Miss Davidson was featured in a Plymouth automobile advertisement which ran in
the Better Homes and Gardens magazine.
Under the heading "Rural Nurse Praises Plymouths" a photograph showed Nurse
Davidson, bag in hand, about to enter a shiny new automobile.
Edward McCuddy, Commander of Wellston Memorial Post 154, American Legion,
is a foreman at the Wagner Electric Company. McCuddy is married, has two children and is active in the Fathers' Club of Notre Dame de Lourdes Church. He has
served for several years as squadron Commander of the Wellston Sons of the Legion
Drum and Bugle Corps, State Champions since 1935.
A LOST LEADER
OR THOUGHTS ON TREK

The men are marching like the best;
The wagons wind across the lea;
At ten to two we have a rest,
We have a rest at ten to three;
I ride ahead upon my gee
And try to look serene and gay;
The whole battalion follows me,
And I believe I've lost the way.
Full many a high-class thoroughfare
My erring map does not disclose,
While roads that are not really there
The same elaborately shows;
And whether this is one of those
It needs a clever man to say;
I am not clever, I suppose,
And I believe I've lost the way.
The soldiers sing about their beer ;
The wretched road .goes on and on;
There ought to be a turning here,
But if there was the thing has gone;
Like some depressed automaton
I ask at each estaminet;
They say, ''Tout droit," and I say "Bon,"
But I believe I've lost the way.
· I dare not tell the trustful men; .
They think me wonderful and wise;
But where will be the legend when
They get a shock of such a size?
And what about our brave allies?
They wanted us to fight today;
We were to be a big surpriseAnd I believe I've lost the way.
A.

P. :EIERBERT
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ACTIVITIES OF BASE HOSPITAL 21
The Unit, sailing together with Base Hospital 10 from Philadelphia and a group of
Orthopedic Surgeons, formed part of the first thousand troops sent overseas. After
an uneventful voyage the Unit landed in I.iverpool on May 28. It was learned that
we were to take over No. 12 General Hospital of the British Expeditionary Forces
in France. For ten days the Unit was the guest of the British Government in England. The men, together with a few officers, were sent to Blackpool, the training
center of the Royal Army Medical Corps, where the British training methods were
observed and hospitals, gas schools, etc., visited. While at Blackpool, the Unit was
inspected by Sir Alfred Keough, Director General of the British Medical Seryice.
The remaipder of th~ officers and the nurses were taken to London and given
a round .of receptions, teas and theatres.
·
On the 9th the two groups came together at Southampton and crossed the Channel
the same night, reaching Le Havre on Sunday morning, June 10. The nurses proceeded immediately to Rouen, while the officers and men waited at Le Havre until
the following night, and after experiencing their first ride in a French troop train,
reached Rouen on Tuesday morning, June 12th.
No. 12 General Hospital at Rouen (subsequently designated in the B. E. F. as "No.
12 (St. Louis, U. S. A.) General Hospital B. E. F." was one of the earliest British
hospitals established in France and had been situated on the race track (Champs
de Courses) at Rouen since August 1914, excepting for a brief period in 1914 when
the oncoming German army had forced the hospital to evacuate down the river
Seine on barges for the purpose of safety. It was one of fourteen hospitals and convalescent camps with a total of approximately 25,000 beds maintained by the B. E.
F. in Rouen area. Rouen was the chief center of the "Southern Line" of British
hospitals in France, receiving chiefly from the Somme area and evacuating patients
to the United Kingdom, either by hospital boats coming up the Seine directly to
Rouen, or by train to Le Havre and thence by boat to England. Not only was Rouen
a hospital center, but also a large replacement depot and one of the chief base supply centers for the British Expeditionary Forces and the French army. Later it
became an American supply base in addition.
Three of the fourteen hospitals: No. 1, Australian; No. 10, General, and No. 12,
General, were located on the race track about two miles from the center of the city
and the railway station. The camp site was ideal, the ground being sandy with
gravel, affording excellent drainage, which was quite important as the Seine valley
has a very large rainfall and the water supply was abundant. No. 12, the largest
of the three hospitals with a capacity if of 1,350 beds, occupied one end of the course
and utilized the permanent buildings as the pavilions, paddocks, cafe, etc. Thus the
hospital office was located in the office of the course, the laboratory in the "poste de
police," the office of the Commanding Officer in a "vestiare" under a pavilion, the
officers' mess in the "salon." The officers were quartered in small bell tents behind
one of the pavilions and the nurses in wooden huts erected in the paddock. The two
other hospitals in their entirety and the accommodations for patients were within
the enclosure made by the track. The track itself-turf-was unoccupied by build~
ings until after our arrival, and formed with a surrounding line of oaks not only a
picturesque setting for the hospital, but also an excellent playground for tennis,
cricket and football, as well as a parade and drill ground. The ground between the
tents and huts was laid out in lawns and flowers and every effort was made, as in
all British Military Hospitals, to have the surroundings as pleasant and attractive
as possible.
(To Be Conti n ued)

